FIRE BELOW

"The crime is as black/' I said thickly.
" This was her deputy."
Twenty minutes later I altered one of two
cars that were waiting below. The police
gave me this to myself, except that the sergeant
sat by the driver's side. The wolf-hound lay
on the floor with his chin on my foot. And I
sat back, like some image, thinking of the
pleasure which Lelia would have found in the
drive and how she and I would ere now have
been nearing Vigil but for that fatal darkness
which had confounded our steps.
Now to get to Vardar, we had to cross the
railway, and that by the level-crossing, whose
light could be seen so far upon every side.
When we reached it, the gates were shut,
because some express was due, and we had
no choice but to wait until it had come and
gone.
On any other night we should have
waited alone and, as like as not, have had to
rouse the keeper to open the gates, but to-night
he was up and doing because of the fire, and the
spot was alive with people, some of them
coming or going, but most of them doing
nothing but stand around and argue about
the fate of the house, which seemed to have
stood at some corner rather less than a furlong
ahead,                                          f
I could have spared the check, for any delay
seemed indecent, and my one desire was to bring
my pitiful burdm to those I was sure must
have loved ho: and lay hea? tipon the bed in